LENA
"Yes, you're very comfortable here/' she said with an
involuntary sigh.
"Stay with us," said Katya. "We'll be like sisters. Pay
what you like. Our cow's a good milker, you'll put on
weight. Because you're like a skeleton."
"Yes, do stay with us, Lenochka," said Katya's
mother. "Katya's so fond of you. It's not good for a
young girl, living in these hostels. You never know what
may happen to you."
The mother was a quiet, gentle soul, with fans of tiny
lines round her eyes, which were as kindly as Katya's.
Lena took up her abode with them. A bed was
arranged for her in Katya's room, and Katya shared her
pillows with her friend. Lena drank milk fresh from the
cow, and life became comfortable and easy. But it
didn't last very long.
There was a young man who was in the habit of
visiting Katya; a friend from childhood days. He was an
assistant book-keeper in some office or other, and in the
evenings would play his mandoline in the garden under
the cherry tree. Lena had no time for him—he was not
interested in sports; she couldn't even have told the
colour of his eyes.
One evening, upon coming home, she found Katya in
tears.
"Why, what's the matter?" she asked in genuine
sympathy.
"Nothing," Katya replied. She wiped away her tears,
and sat there sullenly, without looking at Lena. Katya's
mother was grumbling audibly in the next room.
"A very fine thing, I must say—to act like that
towards people who've been decent to you."
"What's the trouble?" asked Lena.
"If folks are kind to me," Katya's mother continued,
coming into the room, "then I feel I ought to act right
by them and not in that sort of way."
"What on earth are you talking about?" asked Lena,
who hadn't the faintest idea what it had to do with her.
"We've treated you like one of the family, Lenochka/*
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